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To pull, and pinch, and wound me, cannot cure, And but disturb the quiet of my death.
Raym. 0 virtue, virtue ! what art thou become, That man should leave thee for that toy, a woman, Made from the dross and refuse of a man ! Heaven took him sleeping, when he made her too; Had man been waking, he had ne'er consented. Now, son, suppose
Some brave conspiracy were ready formed, To punish tyrants, and redeem the land, Could you so far belie your country's hope, As not to head the party ?
Torr. How could my hand rebel against my heart ? Raym, How could your heart rebel against your reason? Torr. No honour bids me fight against myself; The royal family is all extinct, And she, who reigns, bestows her crown on me 1 So must 1 be ungrateful to the living, To be but vainly pious to the dead, While you defraud your offspring of their fate.
Raym. Mark who defraud their offspring, you or 11 For know, there yet survives the lawful heir Of Sancho's blood, whom when I shall produce, I rest assured to see you pale with fear, And trembling at his name.
Torr. He must be more than man, who makes me
tremble.
I dare him to the field, with all the odds Of justice on his side, against my tyrant: Produce your lawful prince, and you shall see How brave a rebel love has made your son.
Raym. Read that; 'tis with the royal signet signed, And given me, by the king, when time should serve, To be perused by you.
Torr. [reads]. /, the King. My youngest and alone surviving son> Reported dead^ to escape rebellious